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Scissor and blind the eyes that have beheld.
See this wrinkled tree, faith floating drowned
In a welter and clash of heedless, head-on waters,
Inert and dead as any seasoned soldier.
Never is destruction enough to halt the hunger of

war's wintering wind.
Nor shall time's end unravel, spaced like stars, its

wreck and holocaust.

II

Sheer watery visions, the guilt of statesmen and rabble,
Rob us of mind, breath, body and, blood to mint
This ruthless purity, this camouflage of world, where
Futility multifold breathes fog over all rock.
O Charlie, fond friend, and web of awareness! Quick
Limbs like lilies skirting the lips of trenches; or
Pupils, like the nuts of autumn, hanging ripe with

melancholy;
On some beach of suffering his face is shaken like

pebbles.
And that deception of all fire is his thought smudged,

whorled and bludgeoned; wholly
Betrayed; as he is beaten lifeless back upon all our own

four elements.

Elegy No, 5

Living is a drama you have lived and overgrown
As peace in the green moss grows over stoife,
Nor is this death. We living are the dead.
I wear a stone in the heart, like fruit,
Whose immanence and slow eclipse of the root
Soul discerns on the senses* river bed.